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great camp, on the left bank of the Polota, a small stream
which joins the Dwina at Polotsk. My regiment was to
bivouac near a village called Luchonski, the colonel of the
24th fixing himself a quarter of a league in rear of us.
We stayed there two months, during the first of which we
never went far away.

On hearing of Saint-Cyr's victory the Emperor sent him
his marshal's baton. But instead of visiting his troops^ the
new marshal lived, if possible, more apart than ever. No
one could approach the commaiider-in-chief, whence the
soldiers nicknamed him ' the owl.' The numerous rooms of
the convent would have been of great service for the wounded,
but he would live there alone, and thought he had conceded
.a great deal when he allowed wounded field-officers to be put
in the out-buildings. Even they were only allowed to remain
forty-eight hours, after which they had to be moved into the
town. The cellars were overflowing with provisions, but the
marshal kept the keys, and not even the hospitals could get
anything. I had much trouble in getting two bottles of
wine for Major Fontaine. Strange to say, Saint-Cyr was
most abstemious, and used scarcely any of the stores for
himself. Two months later, when the French had to leave
the place, after setting town and convent on fire, all these
provisions, which the marshal would not distribute, became
the prey of the Russians or of the flames.

monvent, where he spent all his days
